ALONG   THE   ROAD

excellent view of the battle waged round the
winning horse, as he slackened speed. Scarcely
was the post passed when the crowd broke its
ranks and rushed out into the course. Still can-
tering, the horse came up the track. A gang of
young men ran in pursuit, waving sticks and
shouting. And with them, their Napoleonic
coat tails streaming in the wind of their own
speed, their cocked hats bobbing, and brandishing
swords in their white-gloved hands, ran the rescu-
ing carabiniers. There was a brief struggle
round the now stationary horse, the young men
were repulsed, and surrounded by cocked hats,
followed by a crowd of supporters from its native
contrada^ the beast was led off in triumph. We
climbed down from our places. The piazza was
now entirely shaded It was only on the upper
part of the tower and the battlements of the great
Palazzo that the sun still shone. Rosily against
the pale blue sky, they glowed. The swifts still
turned and turned overhead in the light It is said
that at eveningandat dawn theselight-lovingbirds
mount on their strong wings into the sky to bid a
last farewell or earliest good-morrow to the sink-
ing or the rising sun. While we lie sleeping or
have resigned ourselves to darkness the swifts are
looking down from their watch-tower in the
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